APPE3TDIX.

The dogs and mules his first keen arrow slew $
Amid the ranks the next more fatal flew,
A deathful dart.   The funeral piles around
For ever blazed on the devoted ground.

Nine days entire he vexed th' embattled host.
The tenth, Achilles through the winding coast
Summoned a council, by the queen's command
"Who wields heaven's sceptre in her snowy hand:
She mourned her favourite Greeks, who now enclose
The hero, swiftly speaking as he rose.

" "What now, 0 Atreus' son, remains in view,
But o'er the deep our wanderings to renew,
Doomed to destruction, while our wasted powers
The sword and pestilence at once devours ?
WTiy haste we not some prophet's skill to prove,
Or seek by dreams ? for dreams descend from Jove.
"What moves Apollo's rage let him explain,
What vow withheld, what hecatomb unslain;
And if the blood of lambs and goats can pay
The price for guilt and turn this curse away ?"

Thus he.   And next the reverend Calchas rose,
Their guide to Dion whom the Grecians chose;
The prince of augurs, whose enlightened eye
JouJld things past, present, and to come, descry:
Such wisdom Phoebus gave.   He thus began,
His speech addressing to the godlike man.

" Me then command'st thou, loved of Jove, to show
What moves the god that bends the dreadful bow ?
First plight thy faith thy ready help to lend,
By words to aid me, or by arms defend.
For I foresee his rage, whose ample sway
The Argian jpowers and sceptred chiefs obey.
The wrath of kings what subject can oppose ?
Deep in their breasts the smothered vengeance glows.
Still watchful to destroy.    Swear, valiant youth,
Swear, wilt thou guard me, if I speak the truth ? "

To this Achilles swift replies : " Be bold.
Disclose what Phoebus tells thee uncontrolled.
By him who, listening to thy powerful prayer,
Reveals the secret, I devoutly swear,
That, while these eyes behold the light, no hand
Shall dare to wrong thee on this crowded strand;
Not Atreus' son, though now himself he boast
The king of men and sovereign of the host."

Then boldly he: " Nor does the god complain
Of vows withheld, or hecatombs unslain.
Chryseis to her awful sire refused,
The gifts rejected, and the priest abused*